130                      Honore de Balzac.
I see it, I know it now, for now I desire than ever. My dearest soul, I have for my efforts that I make to meet you again ; I ma1 hope. But, my beautiful myself, you, wh doing? Ah! my beautiful, saintly creature, I not on him of Paris that the burden is heavies Geneva love, it is you who, bearing all our feel most our pains, our sorrows. Neither do at us two without a smile full of hope, but a tainted with sadness. Oh! my idolized an< whom all my future resides, all my happine whom I desire all the fine glories that rnali woman, you whom I love with all the ardour sentiment, of a first and a last love in one, y well, no sufferings, ideas, joys, which can i soul fail to come and agitate mine.1
At this moment when I write to you, havin plunge into your heart, to come nearer to you space no longer ; we are near one to the other: and one of my senses is intoxicated by the one of those little voluptuous moments which happy! I am very proud of you. I cry ou that I love you! You see, a poet's love '. madness in it. None but artists are worth] because they are somewhat women too. Oh ! have always to hear myself told that I am lo^ you repeat it! You, you are all. You will when you hear my voice how ardently I tell you only; I want new successes, new fame, new courage; I will in short, that you shall be a thousand times prouder of your husband of love than of your lover. Yes, dear celestial Eva, I am melancholy because I am here and vou are down there, but I have no more discouragements.great heart-sorrow . . . the i of a person very dear to him. ... I have never read anything s< quent as his expression of that grief."
